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	The Price of Victory

**In honor of Hayley Atwell's birthday, I've managed to finish this one shot. It's a bit rough around the edges, I know, but I think it's fairly decent. Review if you have any critiques, comments or just love Agent Carter! Thanks for reading! **

Peggy knows she has no right to be anything other than happy. She made it back. She survived. But at what's cost? How many lives were lost as a result? She had taken more than enough for the guilt to overwhelm her. She had watched men die before her eyes and was expected to pretend that didn't touch her heart in ways she desperately wished it didn't.

During the war, Peggy had learned to hold herself high, how to apply lipstick without a mirror and paint her nails without a single mistake. She had learned because she had had to. There wasn't ever anytime to spare and only God knew if she'd live to see another day. But the war was over. And the world was still in the mist of its celebration. But Peggy didn't think anyone really knew what they were celebrating.

Sure, they had won. But the price for victory was steep and it would be awhile before they'd be able to come up with enough money to make all the sorrow go away. Orphaned children, widows and childless parents had become a bit of a norm. Peggy couldn't forget how distraught her own family had been when Michael died. She wouldn't wish that pain on anyone.

Yet, there was another pain she wouldn't wish on anyone, too. The pain of losing someone you'd never really had. A lover, of sorts. Although, they hadn't ever really had the time to become lovers, had they? Too focused on numbers and dates and maps and losses and everything else that comes with the chaos of war. But they had found love nonetheless. They'd just never gotten the chance to let it grow and bloom into something tangible. But whatever chance they'd had together was currently at the bottom of an icy ocean, and Peggy was still on the mainland – wishing and waiting for another chance to be that happy and in love.

Steve had been an enigma. He was small, scrawny, the obvious underdog in any fight. However, he had never let that stop him. Everyone else's opinions had never touched him. Steve inspired her. She wanted to be as resilient and determined as he had been. His legacy as Captain America would never compare to the living, breathing version she had known.

Instead, she was doomed to hearing those damn radio shows and stories turning their relationship into a fairy tale. But Peggy knew real life wasn't anything of the kind. There were no happy endings to whisk her away to a better life. No, her life consisted of fetching coffee and filing folders for an office of incompetent men, who looked down on her solely for her gender and refused to listen to anything about her that didn't include her rumored affair with America's Golden Boy.

Perhaps that had been her motivation for assisting Howard in the fist place. She had hoped to get back in the game. Howard was a connection to a time when she was needed and respected. Now that the war was won, the men had decided she could finally settle down and become a housewife. However, that decision belonged solely to herself and Peggy would fight for the right to continue doing whatever the hell she wanted.

So perhaps that had been her motivation – or perhaps it hadn't. It wasn't like any of that mattered now anyway. Dooley and several others were dead and Jack Thompson would feed off of the credit he had stolen from her for awhile. Howard would have another affair (and then another and then another one after that) and most likely get into even more trouble.

But Peggy, Peggy would go into the New York Bell Co. the next day and report for duty with all of her pigheaded coworkers. Rose would be there, always an ebullient ray of sunshine in a dull, dreary storm cloud. Daniel would be there, too, with a comforting smile and a friendly face. Life would carry on, and it would take Peggy along with it.

_(But Peggy couldn't foresee that the next day would change her life even more, as Rose would burst forth with news of a city where stars walk among you and Daniel's eyes, unable to meet hers, as he explains that he's been promoted.) _


End file.
